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ASK THE MAN 
WHO OWNS ONE 


tion in the van- 
guard of automotive progress has been 
consistently maintained for twenty- 
seven years. 


A EADERSHIP y Packard’s posi- 


Packard leadership is the result of a 
deliberate intent backed from the first 
by means more than adequate to permit 
engineering research and the highest 
degree of precision manufacture. 


For a generation Packard has been the 
great automotive laboratory from 
which have come 


many of the most im- PAC } KA R 
portant developments 






“The supreme com 
bination of all that 


is fine Im motor cars 


in the evolution of the modern car. 


Today, Packard-powered planes, surviv- 
ing gruelling military and naval tests; 
Packard-engined racing boats, cham- 
pions of their class; Packard cars, out- 
standing as the most imitated cars in 
the world; proclaim Packard leadership 
on land, in the air, and on the water. 


And Packard owners, themselves 
leaders in every field of human en- 
deavor, know that their cars cannot 
but reflect a compli- 
ment upon their good 
taste and judgment, 
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Statisticians claim that drunken- 
ness in New York City is steadily 


increasing. Something should be 

done about closing the city’s 

speak-easies on Sunday. 
According to a press report 


hundreds of Chinese laundry 
workers are leaving Chicago and 
returning to China. Damn clever, 
these Chinese! 

Henry Ford now owns one of 
the finest collections of old gin 
bottles in America. This is a 
field in which he'll find plenty of 
competition. 


Mr. Meavows—There, Mandy, didn’t I tell ye I’d find a nice, secluded spot 
fer our Sunday picnic? ; 








Over six hundred million pairs 
of cotton stockings were manu 
factured in the United States last 


The post-office department an 
nounces it is out to get the New 
Jersey mail even if it 





robbers 


year. And still there are people takes years. This being the case, 
who say our export business is why not address a letter to them? | 
dropping off. ; | 
| 
A college publication says In Turkey a woman never sees | 
that college men are wanted for her husband before the apeniea 
the movies, and that sereen tests In America she doesn't see him | 
will be made at a number of the very much afterwards. 
prominent universities in the near . | 


future. This may explain the 
wave of student suicides that is 
sweeping the United States. 


In South Carolina people who 
play golf on Sunday are arrested. 
This is probably the work of 
The Clean Language League of 
America. 
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“Automobile accident?” 


“Nope—dropped the Sunday papers on my bare foot.” 


Sunday school teacher—Why 
did the Lord stop work on the 
Sabbath day? 

Little boy—To look at the six- 
tcen pages of comics in the two 
Sunday papers he took. 


FS 


Cop (to bootlegger)—Come 
along with me, buddy, and tell 
the judge why yer sellin’ booze 
on Sunday. 


RAS 


Country people used to have 


My Big Day 


On weekdays I’m just an 
ordinary sort of a being. I'm not 
very important, nobody cares to 
spend much time with me. I 
guess that’s because I just try to 
be ordinary and discuss ordinary 
subjects. But on Sunday !— 
That’s a different matter. Then 
I’m in my element. People tell 
me that I seem about ten times as 
big and important to them. 
That’s the day that I discuss 
everything brilliantly, the stage, 
the latest books, the League of 
Nations, Mussolini, the trend in 
real estate and finance. I reek 
with humor—joke after joke. I 
talk about the sporting world and 
the world of society. I know 
everybody important. I am ac- 
quainted with everything. Every- 
body looks up to me. They see 
me at my best—simply because I 
make an effort to please them. 
To indulge in slang, I am a heavy- 
weight on that day. I spread my 
stuff—all over the living room 
floor. I am a Sunday paper. 


—?P.C. 


Churches la Femme 


“Who was that laity I seen 
you with yesterday?” 

“That was no laity. That was 
an evangelist.” 


FSS 


Mother—How would you like 
to go to church with me today? 

Flapper—Why, who's getting 
married? 








old-fashioned boiled dinners; now Bive Law Sunpay— 
it’s the diners that get boiled. The Day of Arrest 
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To-morrow 


I’m tired. Good Lord, but I am 
tired. However, tomorrow every- 
thing will be all right. Then I 
can rest. Yes, sir, life is hard on 
us moderns. It wouldn’t be en- 
durable if there weren’t a day in 
which we can recover. 

Just think of all I’ve been 
through today—right up to din- 
ner-time. On the go from the drop 
of the hat. People that have to 
be talked to. Endless discussions. 
Papers that have to be read. Toil, 
fret and bustle. Worry as to 
whether or not I’m going to delay 
dinner at home. Squabbling, 
bickering people near me arguing 
incessantly about trivial things. 
Men—oh, man, but I’m tired. But 
won't the rest tomorrow seem 
good after today, with its struggle 
with the Sunday paper, the 
eighteen holes of golf, the work 
in the garden, the argument with 
the wife about the new screens, 
the tiring ride in Sunday traflic 
with blowouts and back seat 
drivers to add to the misery, the 
dishes to wash on account of it 
being the maid’s day out and the 
comics that will have to be read 
and explained to the kids. Hot a - 
dog! Tomorrow will be Mon- Seven Ways for Sunday 


day and I can go down to the Golf, Motoring, Tennis, Hik- 
office for a good rest! ing, Swimming, Fishing, Boating, 
—Parke CumMINGs and then, of course, there’s church, 








AnGE.LIc Loup-SPEAKER 


For Sunday Radio Programs. 








Horrors of the Puritan Sabbath. 


Sunday Statistics 


If all the autos in the world 
were laid end to end, it would 
be Sunday afternoon. 


If all the Sunday newspapers 
were put in one pile we'd touch 
a match to them. 


If all the Sunday Blue Laws in 
America were laid end to end no 
one would pay any attention to 
them. 


If all the ministers in the world 
talked over the radio at the same 
time we wouldn’t tune in. 


If all the people in the United 
States stayed home on Sunday 
we'd go automobile riding. 


If all the Sunday picnickers in 
the world should gather in one 
spot it would rain. 


If all the hot dogs consumed on 
Sunday were laid end to end it 
would be a lot of bologna. 


NorPHILACK 
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WHY NOT BRING HOME SOME LIVE-STOCK, TOO? 
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The Diagnosis 


I'd been attached to the staff 
of the Riverview State Hospital 
about a month when they brought 
in one of the strangest cases I'd 
ever encountered in my _ eight 
months as a young physician. It 
was about five o'clock on a beauti- 
ful Sunday afternoon and I can 
still hear his wild babbling: 

“Turn to the right why don't 
you look where you're going say 
you nearly ran over a chicken 
what's the big idea of taking that 
road you ought to advance your 
spark unless you stop speeding 
I'll get right out and walk Henry 
Morris take your foot off that 
road sign says to go to the right 
over there is that hot dog stand it 
no longer why don’t you try to 
overtake that car up ahead of 
you a fine Sunday this turned out 
and wanted to let you pass dumb- 
belle means a train is approaching 
slow down-grade and steep hill 
beyond school house with a green 
sign detour to Hicktown I’m sure 
I’m right oh good lord what a 
man wants you to turn in he’s 
blowing his horn... .” 

I remember how I turned to old 
Dr. Jenks with an inquiring light 
in my eyes. 

“Bad case of Sunday Driving 























Suzzcanne and The Elders 


Dementia,” said the good old 
doctor, “complicated by a_ bad 
Back Seat Driver Complex... .” 

I shook my head sadly and 
went down to get the padded cell 


ready. —A. L. L. 





























“My wife has eloped with the chauffeur.” 
“Well, you can dock him while he’s away.” 


To Date 


In 1967 


Three huge trucks rumbled 
down the silent street which was 
practicaliy deserted at this early 
Sunday morning hour, Very few 
pedestrians were abroad and the 
roar of the motor trucks’ exhaust 
reverberated loudly in the air. 

Finally they drew up before 
No. 127 and at a signal from the 
driver three husky helpers 
climbed down from the rear of 
each car and started carrying 
massive rectangular bundles into 
the doorway of the pleasant little 
home. Each package was un- 
doubtedly terrifically heavy, for 
the brawny toilers were bent al- 
most double under the weight. 
For about twenty minutes they 
continued their labors until the 
foyer of the house was heaped 
high with bundles. Then they 
lightly touched the electric bell 
button and off, only to 
pause before another house two 
doors down the street. 

On the second floor of No. 127 
a lady stirred in her sleep as the 
bell tinkled its imperative sum- 
mons. Reaching over, she shook 
her husband: 

“I’m sorry to disturb you, John, 
dear, but our Sunday newspaper 
has just arrived.” 


drove 


—CyRANO 
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Wire—If you want to go fishing do you have to do 


Just a Little Story 


“They'll be here soon, now!” 
remarked Father on an early 
summer day. ‘“We must get ready 
for them.” 


, 


“Yum, yum, yum!” chortled 
little Philip, smacking his lips in 
anticipation. ‘“‘And do you sup- 
pose they'll bring us pickles and 
sandwiches the way they always 
do?”’ 

“Of course they will,” replied 
Father. 

“And hard-boiled eggs and 
milk chocolate!’ broke in Effie ex- 
citedly. 

“And bananas, and _ sliced 
ham, and strawberry preserves!” 
continued Oscar. 

“Oh, strawberry preserves! 
Strawberry preserves! STRAW- 
BERRY PRESERVES!’’ 
shrieked tiny Kate, jumping up 
and down wildly and losing all 
control of herself so that Mother 
had to threaten her with being put 
to bed without any supper. 
“When children start out the 
evening like that they are always 


erying before it ends,” said 
Mother admonishingly. 


“Ginger ale!” .exclaimed Gor- 
don, the eldest. “I love it.” And 





Rosinson Crusoe — This 
must be Sunday because I met 
Friday the day before yes- 
terday. 
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it this way ? 


then he became suddenly thought- 
ful. “‘You’re sure they won't for- 
get us this year, Father?” 

“Tush!” replied the head of the 
house. “Of course they won't 
forget us. They never have, 
have they?” 

“T can hardly wait for the sum- 
mer!” broke in Philip, and in an 
instant the children were in an 
uproar, shouting: “Roast beef! 
Visitors! Peppermint candy! 
Picnics! Soda pop! Oranges! 
And STRAWBERRY  PRE- 
SERVES! Goody! Goody! 
Goody ” 

“Come, come!” broke in Mother 
severely. “To bed with you, 
every last one. Suppose they 
were to come to-morrow, and you 
youngsters all crochety from loss 
of sleep! To bed with you, I 
say!” 

—And so the little ants 
trundled up to bed, tucked them- 
selves in the nice cool sheets and 
were soon, all of them, dreaming 
of the first picnic party of the 
season. 

—Parke CumMINGsS 









































ROTO The ROTO 


SECTION SUNDAY PLOPP SECTION 


































































































Progress in the Far 
North. Artist Levy 
Klook, one of the 
Lost Tribes of Baffin 
Land, exhibits his 
portraits of represen- 
tative American 
beauties before tak- 
ing them home to be 
hung in the Board of 
Trade igloo. The 
paintings were com- 
missioned by the Es- 
quimaux Government 
as an aid to the bet- 
ter understanding of 
modern business 
methods. 











Miss Susie E. Gaympe of Seattle, 
snapped just before covering the 
first lap in her projected Coast to 
Coast Necking Tour. Miss Gaympe 
is the proud possessor of a right 
hand that shook the self-confidence 
of John L. Sullivan. 

















Science sheds further 
light on the Origin of 
Man. Prof. Ta 
Gueule, with the re- 
sult of his ten years’ 
explorations in the 
pre-historic caves of 
Ariége; a small 
spherical viscous 
mass believed to be 
chewing gum. Ac- 
cording to Savant 
Gueule, the find—one 









































of the most valuable Ms, 
of modern’ times— “~ | 
establishes beyond all Rea | 
question America’s 27 | 
ict th oak UL. pesenchtetm ast es 
ered the original 
As a result of the recent Morality Wave, Cradle of the Human The Ue ee a ee 
Parisian fashion fiat decrees frocks to touch Race. The We st at play. Aleck Ww. ——— 
the ground. The model shown above, one of and Lillian—winners of te ae a 
the more conservative of the resultant crea- Hog and Owner Weight Contest recently 
tions designed by Miss Arabella Zuke of Con- held at Little Rock, Ark. Mr, Skiggles 
shohoecken, proves once again that la belle and his proud pet tipped the scales at 
France—arbiter elegantarium to the world of a neat 1200 pounds—bogey for the 
style—has not lost her punch. course. 
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HOW TO MAKE LOVE 


J. S. PERELMAN 


All the joys of | fe we know, 
Tangoing p age Mer. 


t Round the merry whirl we go 
T Hearts light as 0 feether ; 
¢ 


Seventh Lesson 


With the Maxixe, the Turkey 
Trot, the Hesitation Waltz and 
the Schottische out of favor in 
the “haut monde,” the Tango 
seems destined to replace even 
the Lancers in popularity. Out 
of this fashionable and refined 
dance a new kind of LOVE has 
sprung, a LOVE of tender woo- 
ing to the dreamy strains of Dar- 
danella and Sam, the Old Accor- 
dion Man, amid scenes of almost 
magic splendor. This daring and 
original form of LOVE is called 
TANGO LOVE. 

In the above two photographs 
(posed exclusively for Jupce by 
Gilbert Seldom and Rose Coggles) 
we see a pair of LOVERS 
“tripping the light fantastic toe.” 
They dance to bewitching music 
played by the orchestra concealed 
behind the palms shown in the 
background of the pictures. Un- 
fortunately the palms are also in- 
visible, but they are there, all 
right, all right, if you only look 
close enough. The rich hangings 
and splendid candelabra form an 
appropriate setting for this happy 
pair indeed. 

See how Rose, coquette that she 
is, shows a dimpled smile as Gil- 
bert, that handsome rascal, tells 
her that she is the only gravel on 





ga When the Tango sterts to play, 
R With its airs entrancing, 
fF How the hours eet awey, 

0 Sweetheart, with you dancing. 

$5- 


the beach for him. Her laughing 
“Go boil your ears in deep fat” 
only spurs on this impetuous chap 
to renewed ardor. But suddenly 
Gilbert grows serious. “And 
when will wedding bells ring for 
us, Rose colleen?” he asks his 
amoreuse, who playfully pinches 
his watch and chain and dis- 
appears behind a royal palm for 
a swig of beef tea. 


In the other picture the pair 
are doing an exhibition dance in 
honor of their engagement. Rose 
has a pretty ankle (Lord bless 
us!) and she knows it; Gilbert 
looks down at her pretty foot 
stealing in and out underneath her 
denim smock and gazes appre- 
ciatively at her “pedal extremi- 
ties,” for who so old that he can- 
not still admire a pretty foot? 
Rose, blushing like a pail of 
whitewash, quickly adjusts her 
skirt and chides the chuckling 
Gilbert with a roguish admonish- 
ment. But stay! The orchestra 
is playing “Good Night, Ladies” 
and already the police wagons are 
backing up to the rear entrance. 
In a moment another night of ro- 
mance and glamor will have 
drawn to a close as Rose, her 
head on Gilbert’s shoulder and 
his arm encircling her small 
waist, walks slowly homeward. 


It Can’t Be Done 


Being a Chronological Narrative 
of Dr. Milton Lavender’s Futile 
and Tragic Attempt to Con- 
sume an Entire Sunday News- 
paper. 

( Dr. Lavender spent six months 
intensive training in the Adiron- 
dacks for this contest. During 
that time he ate nothing that did 
not contain both the A & B Vita- 
mines and read Theodore Dreiser's 
“American Tragedy” throughout, 
to say nothing of “The Wander- 
ing Jew,” by Eugene Sue, and 
all of William Dean Howells’ 
novels. ) 

5.00 A. M. After shaking 
hands with thirty camera men, 
fifteen reporters and Otto H. 
Kahn, Dr. Lavender retires to his 
study to start his tragic attempt 
to read every word of a Metro- 
politan Sunday Newspaper. He 
is accompanied by four Seconds, 
three Physicians and the Judges 
appointed by the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

5.30. Reports from his study 
chair reveal him reading the News 
Section smoothly, dropping a 
witty comment now and then 
about Henry Ford. 

7.00. He turns to the Editorial 
Section. He is rather caustic in 
his comment on the Coolidge Ad- 
ministration. 

9.00. The Doctor passes on to 
the Radio Section. He asks fora 
glass of water. The charts show- 
ing different “hook-ups” irritate 
him. Small beads of perspiration 
appear on his forehead. 

10.00. The Doctor is allowed 
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First Sarptne—Who ya shovin’? 
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to suck an orange. His tempera- 
ture is slightly abnormal, so the 
Physicians report. He starts the 
Theatrical Section—trying to 
cipher the caricature of Mrs. 
Fiske. 

Noon. Mrs. Lavender is al- 
lowed in the study for a few 
minutes. Dr. Lavender only 
frowns at her. One of the Judges 
refuses to let him turn to the 
Sports Section until he has read 
the review of “‘Abie’s Irish Rose.” 

2.00 P. M. One of the Seconds 
is now turning the pages for the 
Doctor. The Physicians report a 
temperature of 101. The Doctor 
calls for his other pair of glasses 
before beginning the Book Re 
views. 

5.00. The Doctor’s brothers 
and sisters are sent for. He is 
beginning the Real Estate and 
Automobile Section. One of the 
Judges goes into a trance. Two 
of Dr. Lavender’s seconds faint. 
The Doctor is induced to take a 
bit of nourishment through a 
straw. He has forsaken his chair 
for the bed. 

8.00. The Doctor is in a state 
of Coma. Temperature 104. His 
seconds are rubbing his arms and 
legs. He is given a stimulant. 
After working on him for thirty 
minutes he comes to slightly— 
and asks for the last section of 
the paper. 

8.15. Dr. Lavender is dead! 
After no more than a glance at 
the last section of the paper. It 
was the “‘Comics.” 

—W. Marvin McCuttovucu 
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Humanitarian move by the ladies, to save the manhood of the 
nation from becoming round-shouldered. 


Oh, Lord, who maketh here below, 
All that creep and crawl, 

Enlighten one who wants to know: 
Wherefore Thou made’st them 


| all? 
= 
( } ea The bird, the beast, the fish—and 
a Le E> man— 
© Y~ er Dd» Were placed upon this earth ; 
A 4 ee J y 4 Each creeping thing is, by Your 
—_, (/ \\ SS } i plan, 
ne ME \ \ (} Created for some worth. 
\ eit I~ . If everything that crawls or 
are creeps 
Has some excuse, then, please, 
: 4 a a ‘ Why do pajamas, when one 
au for os ° ‘ 
Kee 7 sk ( ps, 
Mama—Agnes! Your hair looks like a reg’lar dish mop! Crawl up above the knees? 


“Yeh? What's a dish mop?” 





Georce E. Haieur 
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Gentlemen of the High Hat 
Club! As I stand before you on 
this auspicious occasion, and look 
around at your bright, cheery 
faces, my heart overflows with 
happiness at the thought that this 
great and glorious organization 
has at last been launched upon 
the high seas of time and my 
only regret is that I cannot break 
a bottle of champagne over each 
and every one of your heads! 
- . - up to and including this 
happy (?) moment I have been a 
blithesome, carefree lad with 
time and more or less, mostly 
less, money to burn, but now, my 
good friends, I awake to find my- 
self up to my neck in Local High 
Hat applications! . . . In the 
words of the great philosopher 
(his name escapes me at the 





moment), I certainly started 
something ! But fear not, 
lads, I am a man of vision and 
one with both feet on the 
ground! ... I will carry on!... 
at a conservative estimate I 
would say that already there are 
around ten thousand said appli- 
cations piled on my mahogany 
desk and I was expecting to take 
a little vacation! . . . so be pa- 
tient, Brothers! You will be 
taken care of as rapidly as pos- 
sible and if some other bird in 
your town should get the Local 






High Hat Club job, don’t be 
peeved—remember that all we 
have to go by in our selection is 
your questionnaire ! 


fh 


Some skeptical guy wants to 
know if the Club is the real thing 
or just a lot of hooey. ... Well, 
if he'll drop into this here now 
office some afternoon around five- 
thirty and watch me wading 
through applications he'll know 
different ! 


<<a 


Several suggestions have also 
come in, and here they are for 
what they’re worth. . . . H. W. 
L. of Dartmouth thinks the Club 
ought to have regular colors and 
suggests a black hat-band with a 
green stripe and a thin white 
strip in the green stripe . . . it 
sounds good and the green stripe 
is certainly appropriate! 


Be it known then that these are 
the official Club colors! 
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H. W. L. also suggests that we 
have High Hat cigarettes and 
matches and even have pipes 
made with High Hat bowls! .. . 
the match idea is easy, and I 
think Dunhill, or somebody like 
that, would make such a pipe for 
us, but the cigarette idea sounds 
kinda wet. 


a 


“Fuzzy” W. of Princeton, no 
less, suggests cutting a high hat 
shape out of court plaster and 





sticking it on the arm, so we can 
be easily identified when we're 
all tanned up! . . . Get your 
best gal to do that, Fuzzy, but 
that’s no stunt for a club of real 
he-men! 


ah 


I suppose all this sounds as 
if I didn’t take the club idea very 
seriously; but no kiddin’! I'm 
enthused no end! .. . if we can 
get a million good eggs together, 
just think what we'll be able to 
do! . . . We can have our own 
club-houses, we can even run our 
own Night Clubs, and think of 
the money we'd save, and we 
might even be strong enough to 
have the Prohibition act repealed! 
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The suburban gardner who started to pick a rock out of the garden with his fingers. 


























‘e got a right to defend myself, haven’t 1?” 
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Hey! Stop chasin’ that fella! 


“T guess I 


Cop 
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CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS!” 
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“ONWARD 
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Editor, 


Funday 


HE question arises, Why should we so persist- 

ently confuse the Christian Sunday with the 

Jewish Sabbath? Why should pietists insist on 
calling Sunday the Sabbath, when, as a matter of 
chronological fact, it is not the seventh day of the 
week at ail, but the first? Both, to be sure, are holy 
days within their respective religions, but the Sabbath 
is primarily, and by hoary tradition, a day of rest 
and Sunday a day of rejoicing. 

Many of the Jews among the early Christians kept 
both days, the Gentiles only the one, but to both as 
early as the first century following Apostolic times 
Sunday was known as the Lord's day in celebration 
of the resurrection of Jesus Christ. Barnabas, in his 
Alexandrine Epistle, calls it the eighth day. “We 
keep the eighth day with joyfulness,” he wrote, “the 
day also in which Jesus rose from the dead.” And 
Ignatius, Bishop of Antioch, speaks of those whom 
he addresses as “no longer Sabbatizing, but living in 
the observance of the Lord’s day, on which also our 
life sprung up again.” 

Whence, then, the ecclesiastical pressure that would 
make this day grateful only to the sad and the tired, 
and a bore and a trial for all with the vitality for 
pleasure? If we celebrated it consistently with its 
original object we would make of it a miniature 
Christmas or Fourth of July, or observe it as Latins 
do the feast days of their saints. 


* * 7 


Ts campaign against a joyful Sunday began ap- 
parently with the conversion of Constantine and 
the legal establishment of Christianity as the Church 
of Rome. Sunday was then made officially a day of 
rest as well as of rejoicing, and this gave those 
authorities who looked upon all joy as a form of 
sin the excuse to refurbish for Sunday the old Sab- 
batarian rules of the Scribes, rules which Jesus Him 
self found it necessary to violate and which provoked 
Him to the remark that “the Sabbath was made for 
man, and not man for the Sabbath.” This campaign 
persists to this day, of course, in the activities of such 
organizations as the Lord’s Day Alliance. 

We would be the last to quarrel with the concep- 
tion of Sunday as a day of rest provided its primary 
object is not thereby obscured. With us rest and re- 
joicing are synonymous. But with a great many 
people, possibly the majority, this is not the case, or 
at least rest for them does not mean settin’ round, 
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Norman Anthony. Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher, Phil Rosa, Jack Shuttleworth. Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan 


but play, sport, pleasure. They demand not con 
templation but distraction, and within proper limits 
determined not by jealous ascetics, but by the com 


mon sense of the great majority, there is no reason in 
religion or morals why they shouldn't have it. 

“Remember the sabbath day, to keep it holy,” says 
the Decalogue. “Six days shalt thou labor, and do 
all thy work: But the seventh day is the sabbath of 
the Lord thy God; in it thou shalt not do any work, 
thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy manservant, 
nor thy maidservant, nor thy cattle, nor the stranger 
that is within thy gates... .” 

This, let us keep in mind, is a commandment 
governing the Sabbath of the Jews, the seventh day 
of the week, and has really nothing to do with our 
Sunday. But since our Sabbatarians insist on apply- 
ing it to Sunday observance let us study it a moment. 
Do you find here a single word against games, sports, 
dancing, singing—against any form of pleasure, joy, 
play? Not a blank blap syllable! 


Ugh! 


S the Snyder case drags its hideous path across the 
current page of our social annals it is hard to 
decide which is the least conceivable, the manner of 
the murder or the manner of the trial. We do not 
refer here to any dereliction on the part of judge, 
jury or spectators, not even to the suffocating pub- 
licity sensationalizing the thing, but to the conduct 
of the defendants. How could two people, lovers 
within so short a time, of such intelligence and an 
tecedents, bring themselves to try so desperately and 
so shamelessly to send each other to the chair? 

To us the most revealing testimony in the case to 
date is that of Assistant District Attorney Daly, 
to whom Mrs. Snyder made her confession. This is 
an excerpt from his account of their conversation: 


“Why, Mrs. Snyder, did you kill your husband?” 

“I don’t like that term,” was her reply. “It sounds so 
cruel,” 

“Well, you did, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, but I don’t like the word.” 

“Well, use any term you like.” 

“Get rid of him,” she offered, and that phrase alone 
appears in her confession. 


We have never come across a more nearly perfect 
revelation of the mental processes of the sentimen 
talist. Somewhere in Mrs. Snyder's ancestry must be 
the man who first said, “Take him away, he’s break- 
ing my heart!” W. te. Ee. 
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r. Lee Suvusert is appar- 

ently a believer in_ his 

own theatrical advertise- 
ments. Reading in the papers 
that the curtain of his latest 
musical comedy production, ““The 
Circus Princess,’ would rise at 
eight o'clock sharp and_ that 
everyone was requested to be in 
his seat promptly at that hour, 
he jumped into his dinner jacket, 
bolted his dinner, rushed to the 
Winter Garden and then, if God 
made him anything like me, sat 
around cussing for half an hour 
until the curtain actually went 
up. Mr. Shubert and I seemingly 
put altogether too much trust in 
theatrical managers. He, at least, 
should know better. 

When “The Circus Princess” 
finally got under way, it turned 
out to be a good show and a wel- 
come relief from the average 
revue, whether in the Winter 
Garden or anywhere else. After 
several years of watching naked 
women spin around on chande- 
liers and listening to sketches, the 
French kick of which lies in the 
spectacle of an Irish cop dis- 
covering a Yiddish comedian in 
a Chicago soubrette’s bed, it is 
an agreeable change to encounter 
something like this. So far as 
the libretto is concerned, I find 
myself unable to work up much 
enthusiasm, but Kalman’s melo- 
dies and the voices which the 
Shuberts have hired to sing them 
make up amply for any other de- 
ficiencies that the exhibition may 
have. One can overlook the pas- 
sion of the Prince Alexis Orloff 
for the haughty Princess Fedora 
Palinska when the ear is regaled 
with Kalman’s “But Who Cares?” 


G ‘he SHOWS = 


, > Georpe Jeom Nathan. ¢ 


| The Circus Princess’ (Winter Garder Re- 
viewed in this issue. 

‘“*Mized Doubles’ (Bijou) —Ditto 

“ Hit the Deck” (Belasco)—For those who ad- 
mire Louise Groody. 

“The Barker" (Biltmore)—A fair melodrama of 
the outdoor shows. 

“Saturday's Children’ (Booth)—A well-written 
and amusing comedy. 

“ Broadway"’ (Broadhurst)—The melodramatic 
pick of the season. 


“The Desert Song” (Casino) —Tunes good: book 
awful. 
“Love Is Like That’’ (Cort)—A dull and bana 
comedy. 
he Constant Wife" (Elliott A bright and 
verting one. 


“Tommy” (Eltinge)—A flat one 





“Her Cardboard Lover Empire Whoever 
cast Jeanne Eagles for this one would cast Otis 
Skinner for Young Woodley. 

“A Night in Spain’’ (44th St The new Shu- 

rt summer revue, to be reviewed next v 

panish Art Theater C: Forrest \lso next 
week. 

‘The Spider’ (46th St An entertaining 


tricky melodrama 

“The Squall’ (48th St.)—Flapdoodle 

“Right You Are’ (Garrick One of Pira 
dello'’s most interesting play 

“The Silver Cord’ (Golder Heavy-handed 
play on mother love. 

“The Second Man” (Guild)—A lively and laugh- 
able comedy. 

“Caponsaccht’ (Hampden)—You know the 
worst by this time. 

“Wall Street’’ (Hudson)—A flop. 

“Oh, Kay!" (Imperial)—One of the best of the 
music shows. 

“Sinner” (Klaw)—One of the worst of the dra- 
matic. 

“Lady Do" (Liberty)—For those who go into 
ecstasies over female impersonators. 

“Two Girls Wanted” (Little) —Drivel 

“The Howse of Shadows’’ (Longacre)—Same 
here. 

“The Lady Screams” (Selwyn)—For future re- 
view. 

“The Seventh Heart’’ (Mayfair)—Ditto. 

“* He Loved the Ladies’’ (Frolic)—Ditto. 

“Oh, Ernest’’ (Royale)—Music show version of 
“The Importance of Being Earnest’’—to be passed 
upon anon. 

“The Ramblers” (Lyric)—Bobby Clark 1s the 
item here. 

“Le Maire’s Affairs’ (Majestic)\—The usual 
revue thing. 

“The Gossipy Sez’’ (Mansfield) —Nothing here. 

“The Ladder’’ (Waldorf)—Leas here. 

“Spread Eagle’ (Beck) —A melodramatic dud. 

“The Comic’’ (Masque)—Bad. 

“The Play's the Thing” (Miller)—Molnar in 
Sacha Guitry's dinner-jacket 

“Chicago” (Music Box)—Thoroughly amusing 
lampoon. 

“Lucky” (New Amsterdam)—For those who are 
enthusiastic about Mary Eaton. 

“The Road to Rome” (Playhouse)—Feeble hand- 
ling of a likely theme. 

“The Devil in the Cheese’ (Plymouth)—Poor 
stuff. 

“Goat Alley’ (Princess)—A play about negroes 
that has points to recominend it. 

“The Thief” (Ritz)—A tedious revival, badly 
acted. 

“Yours Truly” (Shubert)—Marion Harris and 
Jack Squires in some engaging song numbers. 

“Crime” (Times Square)—Crook melodrama. 

“Peggy-Ann" (Vanderbilt)—Fair musical com- 
edy. 

“What Anne Brought Home’ (Wallack's)—Dis- 
mal. 

“Rio Rita’ (Ziegfeld)—A beautifully staged 
show witb not particularly interesting principals. 





























One may easily forget the trem- 
ors of the juvenile, Toni Schum- 
berger, for the ingénue, Fritzi 
Burgstaller, in the pleasurable 
sounds of “Dear E ye s That 
Haunt Me.” And the melo- 
dramatic indignations of the 
Grand Duke Serjius ooze out of 
the consciousness when the violins 
get busy with “The Blue Eyes I 
Dream Of” and “I Dare to Speak 
of Love to You.” 

The comic phases of the eve- 
ning are in the hands of George 
Hassell, Poodles Hanneford and 
George Bickel. The Mons. Bickel 
has, from boyhood, been one of 
my favorite stage clowns, but un- 
fortunately he didn’t come on 
until after eleven o'clock, an hour 
at which I am regularly com- 
pelled to leave a theater on the 
advice and insistence of my court 
physicians, Hanneford, how- 
ever, is a droll fellow; his battle 
with his rubber suspenders is 
alone worth the price of admis- 
sion. In addition, his familiar 
antics with his trained horses are 
as loudly amusing as ever. As 
for Hassell, I remain apathetic. 
Some years ago this gent showed 
signs of being an entertaining 
zany, but he has become a tedious 
repeater with the passing of the 
seasons. The leading singing 
roles are given over to Desiree 
Tabor and Guy Robertson, who 
do well enough. 

All in all, a show to take both 
your ears to, with an eye brought 
along for Prof. Hanneford, whose 
resemblance to Jim Tully grows 
closer each year. By way of con- 
clusion, it is to be noted that here, 
once again, the Shuberts have 
presented a distinctly masculine 
and deep-throated male chorus, 

(Continued on page 29) 
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CHECK IT! 


Even the mention of dandruff makes you 
wince. And those telltale flakes on your 
shoulder are a real calamity. 


Naturally, you want to end this condi- 
tion as quickly as possible. And now loose 
dandruff (epithelial debris) can be con- 
trolled; an easy matter, too. 


Simply douse Listerine on the scalp full 
strength and massage thoroughly. Keep it 
up systematically for at least a week—and 
longer in stubborn cases. In almost every 
instance results will delight you. 

It’s really a pleasure to use Listerine 
this way. 

Your scalp feels so clean, cool and re- 
freshed. Your hair is so easy to comb and 
staysin place sonicely. And it is safe—Lis- 
terine does not discolor it or leave it gummy. 








FREE—One copy “‘Evidence,”’ a book that everyonewho has 
ever suffered from scalp trouble will want to read. Address 
Dept. D., Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo. 
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| ARE YOU CURIOUS? 


Areyoucurious to 
know the reason for the 
amazing success of Lis- 
terine Tooth Paste? The 
answer is a large tube 
—at 25c. 
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thing to do, to make a movie 
melodrama of the Gospel 
story of Jesus, but on the whole 
Cecil De Mille has acquitted him- 
self remarkably well in “The 
King of Kings.” His first bold 
and eminently wise decision was 
to make Jesus in person the 
central figure of his picture. The 
ultra-refinement of reverence that 
in “Ben-Hur” refuses to indicate 
His presence except by means of 
a beam of light or the hem of a 
garment or a glimpse of the Cross 
has always seemed to me tiresome 
and a little ridiculous. In the 
days of robust faith our fore- 
fathers, with their mystery plays, 
were not so squeamish. Has our 
religion become so anemic and 
precious that we should shrink 
from the direct impersonation? 
Incidentally, H. B. Warner takes 
the part of Christ with a sim- 
plicity and restraint that should 
render his performance unob- 
jectionable to the most devout. 
De Mille’s second decision, 
equally wise, was to use verses 
from the New Testament for his 
subtitles. You’d be _ surprised 
what eloquent and arresting sub- 
titles those verses make, and not 
a wisecrack among them! 


T was a decidedly ticklish 








And still another demonstration 
of his good taste was the adoption 
of a dull sepia tone for his pho- 
tography. This softens and en- 
riches the outlines and texture of 
the scenes; it harmonizes with the 
classic character of the story and 
the reverence due the subject. 


Mest of the photography is 
- beautiful, and in certain 
scenes, notably that of the Last 
Supper, patterned after Rem- 
brandt’s painting, it rises to 
heights rarely scaled with the 
movie camera. The best the 
Germans have done in this direc- 
tion does not surpass it. But this 
makes it all the more difficult to 
account for the lapse in the matter 
of the colored scenes that usher 
in the first Easter. These, with 
their chromo tints and their doves 
and lilies, look as if they had 
been torn from the colored sup- 
plement of the Sunday World. 
As for the action, it was in- 
evitable, of course, that Mr. De 
Mille should stress those episodes 
in the story of Jesus that fit in 
most readily with the movies’ 
melodramatic tradition. The pic- 
ture begins with a miracle and 
ends with the Ascension, and i 
between there are more miracles 


Evance.ist—Are you two living in sin? 


“No—Flatbush.” 


























(several more, though no hint that 
He ever turned water into wine), 
the betrayal, the crucifixion, and 
a wholly unjustified though quite 
typical elaboration of the earth- | 
quake, mentioned only in 
Matthew, which is recorded as 
accompanying the death of 
Christ. “And the earth did 
quake,” says the Gospel, “and 
the rocks rent.” Which, being 
translated into the universal lan- | 
guage of the cinema, means, ap- 

parently, a thunderstorm and a 

cyclone and a horrendous part- 

ing of the earth with vast masses 








of rock, carrying countless people 


and trees, plunging into the abyss. 
No movie director (certainly none 
with the record of “The Ten 
Commandments” behind him) 
could resist this temptation to 
serve with trimmings a cataclysm 





| 
| of nature however faky. 





}] B. Warner’s performance, 


though good, adds nothing 








to one’s conception of the tradi- 
tional figure except in one 
episode, namely, when Jesus 
drives the money changers from 
the temple. In this, the one in- 
stance in Scripture in which Jesus 
is recorded as showing other than 
compassion for His fellow men, 
His impersonator might easily 
have come a cropper. Instead, 
the mixture of indignation and 
understanding that blazes from 
Warner's eyes as he calmly drives 
the offending merchants before 
him seems to me a masterpiece of 
creative acting. (The irony of 
including this famous incident in 
a picture costing more than 
$2,000,000 and hopefully dedi- 
cated to profits in proportion 
probably didn’t occur to him.) 
Rudolph Schildkraut, as Cai- 
aphas, the High Priest, is the 
arch villain of the piece. He 
does a good job within the limita- 
tions of his part, which are those 
of the average movie villain. 
Joseph Schildkraut, his son, plays 
a very ordinary Judas with ex- 
traordinary energy. Jacqueline 
Logan, as Mary Magdalene, sup- 
plies the only hint of sex appeal 
in the picture, a brief and not ob- 
trusive one near the beginning. 
To sum up, “The King of 
Kings,” though it is indubitably 
a movie in spirit as well as in % i 
fact, does its medium proud. And c—_ 
if it is objected that it crucifies 91 ee ; 
Our Lord afresh in the interest __— 
of Material Success, well “let 
him who is without sin among 
you first cast a stone. .. .” 
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“What can have happened to them? Do you suppose they've had an 
accident?” 

“More likely Jim is having tire trouble again; he doesn’t seem to learn by 
experience. I switched over to Kelly-Springfields long ago.” 
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April 27, 1927. 

My dears, we actually saw the 
most divine piece of atmosphere 
the other day. You know the 
lake in Central Park where folks 
go a-rowing? Well, instead of 
having just the ordinary life 
guard they have an honest to 
goodness Indian. Can _ you 
imagine it? Really, he’s the most 
gorgeous sight in the world. All 
bedecked in war paint and 
feathers. If anybody should ac- 
tually decide to drown we simply 
don’t know what he would do. 
Because, we mean, if the man 
even let so much as a drop of 
water touch him the whole effect 
would be ruined. We mean, my 
dears, he would positively fade 
all over the place. 


SS 


Just a slightly new note in 
tailored suits. All of the latest 
ones seem to have patch pockets 
instead of the usual slit. The 
effect is most swanky, too. We 
mean, it’s so English, you know. 


We suppose we are a bit late 
in mentioning Ann Parrish’s “To- 











You Can Insure 
your trades in the stock market 
by the proper use of options. 
They possess other important 
features and offer great money 
making possibilities when used 
for trading purposes. 

Send for Descriptive Circular J. 


S. H. WILCOX&CO., Inc. 
PUTS and CALLS 
Guaranteed by Members of 
New York Stock Exchange 
66 Broadway New York 
Phone HANOVER 8350 
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IGHTER 
WINNER FOR AGENTS 
Nowind can blow it out 
WHAT MAKES IT LIGHT? 
Guaranteed for Life. Sellsona 
flash demonstration tosmokers 
and dealers at big profits. Each 
sale builds an eve rlasting re 
peat business. 50c in stamps 
rings convincing sample with 
sure fire selling plans. 


MASTERLITE MFG.CO. 
Dept. 413-B, 110 East 23rd St. 
New York 











but then we 


morrow Morning,” 
were a bit late in reading it. It’s 
really a delightful thing, but if 
vou are the least bit subject to 
black moods don’t try it. The 
thing is too marvelously real. 


Lae 


od 


And have you read “Black 
April” by Julia Peterkin? It’s 
really the most divine negro story 
imaginable. In fact it’s just as 
xquisite as “Porgy.” And if you 
haven't read “Porgy” by Dubose 
Heyward read that too. 


SS 
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Honestly, the most divinely 
adorable things we've seen in a 
million years are the new “Pup 
pocketbooks.” Do you know, they 
are shaped just like little dogs 
with eyes and tail and are all 
fuzzy-wuzzy. They are just too 
perfectly angelic, really. And 
besides, they are honest-to-good- 
ness, practical bags. Imagine! 
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Have you heard Roger Wolf 
Kahn’s arrangement of “So 
Blue?” Truly, it is superb. He 
plays it with variations of “Rhap- 
sody in Blue.” And we mean 
it’s the most thrilling thing you 
have ever heard. 


Six Best Steppers 


“The Thing to Do” (Hit the 


Deck ) 
“Hallelujah” (Hit the Deck) 
“Sometimes I’m Happy” (Hit the 

Deck) 

“Open Your Arms” 
“Love and Kisses” 
Spain) 
“Sans Vous” 


( Hoop-la) 
(A Night in 


(A Night in Spain) 


Sade 
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Oh My! My! What a scene! He had the Hinds Cream bottle 
first. Sure he did! Swiped it to apply to tingling face after 
scraping with razor. Wife doesn’t like husband who thieves. 


Son’s lusty yodles bring neighboring arbiters who decide it a 
draw and that husband better buy own bottle. He did. 





“I dare you to take that 


W. MHL Hinds—YOU BRUTE?” 


William Morris Houghton, 


alias Gerald Chapman, alias the We hate to admit it. Yes, we do. But husbands’ 
Benicia Boy, alias Thomas a ‘ ‘ ° . 
Becket, alias Gyp the Blood, has growing fondness for Hinds Cream is getting beyond 
been an editor of Jupce for four- closed bathroom doors and even into divorce courts. 
teen years. His is a story of , ‘ ‘ , 
perseverance and grit against For men will go to any extreme in their frantic rush 
overpowering odds. He started for a comfortable after shave. Once they discover 
agp = Lette, Nebraska, at Hinds Cream will do the trick, stealing their wives’ 
ve age of four as a mechanical Nigg : : 
dentist. After two years he was bottles is like taking drugs—they stop at nothing. 
elected Master of Hounds at the Men! Help keep the dove of peace around your 
exclusive Narwhal Neck Hunt i : 
Club on Long Island. A profit- home. Sign the coupon below and you will have your 
able partnership with Nicky own sample bottle—and a clever little non-theft de- 


* cides aie = he vice that is guaranteed to anchor your Hinds Cream 
his return he founded Coney beside your soap and razor. 

Island, then called “Houghton’s 
Folly,” but now called Luna Park 
in honor of its founder. Bill's 


smiling face and big-time per- A word to the wives: 
sonality are known to many police You're partly to blame for all this, 


Made by A.S. HINDS CO., a division of Lehn & Fink Products Company 


photographers, whose favorite too. For you discovered Hinds 
name for him is “good old No. years ago and put it onthe shelf to be Honey & Almond 
754,983.” Bill has been mar- stolen. Now do your share and buy 





ried five times, three of them to husband his own personal bottle. 
the same woman, and as we go to a 
press we learn that he is again * REG. U. S. PAT. OFF 
engaged to her. His motto is 
“Never hit a woman with an axe 
in her arms” and his favorite 
flower the diced Bermuda onion. 
With Bill’s engaging ways and 
sunny grin he should do well in 
the fur business he will enter 
after graduation. Good luck, 
Bill! . 






For After Shaving 


© L.&P. P.Co., 1927 


























Che Man who 


gambled with health 


.. and lost 


Your dentist knows the reason 


Too many men and women gamble with the 
cards stacked against them. Neglect wins and 
they pay their losses in priceless health. 

Don't leave health to chance. Take these pre- 
ventive measures to protec: it against such a grim 
agent of destruction as Pyorrhea—the sinister 
enemy that receives high toll in health from 
4 out of 5 after 40 and from thousands younger. 


Play Safe 


See that your dentist gives your teeth and gums 
a thorough examination at least twice a yea. 
And start using Forhan’s for the Gums, today. 

Unlike ordinary tooth pastes, this dentifrice 
is sound health insurance. It contains Forhan's 
Pyorrhea Liquid, used by dentists everywhere. 

If used regularly and in time, it wards off 
Pyorrhea or checks its course. Also, it firms 
gums, keeps teeth a lustrous white and protects 
them against acids which cause decay. 

Start using Forhan'’s now. Teach your children 
to use it. They'll love its flavor. At all druggists, 
35¢ and 6oc. 


Formula of R. J. Forban,D.D.S. 
Forhan Comry » New York 


Forhan‘s he the gums 


More Than a Tooth Paste... 


« It Checks Pyorrhea 


Hottest Uke 


You Ever Saw 
Popularity, ed Friends 


Everybody’: Popey face 
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Play at Once 


Play latest tunes from_the 
start. Everybody plays Topsy. 
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RLOTCHY SKIN 


need not annoy Pimples black- 
heads, etc are quickly dispelled by 


Resinol 




















The Missing Sunday 


I am going to reveal for the 
first time a story that has hither- 
to been suppressed, a story so 
strange that it will be hard to 
believe, a tale to tell the children 
of a winter night when the logs 
are crisply crackling and the 
duleet strains of “Kiss Me 
Again” float sweetly out of the 
loudspeaker. 

At five minutes to twelve on 
Saturday night, April 13, 1901, 
Patrolman Michael Flanagan 
was peacefully walking his beat 
on Euclid Avenue, Cleveland. 
As he passed the old brick church 
next to the livery stable the 
clock in the steeple struck twelve 
times. “’Tis Sunday,” mused 
the honest patrolman, when sud- 
denly he stopped short and nearly 
swallowed his chaw of tobacco, 
for there was something strange, 
something ominous in the air. 
Long the gentle gendarme pon- 





dered, long he scratched his hair 
and looked dumb. And _ then, 
like a flash of lightning, came the 
realization— 

Sunday had not arrived! 


True, the clock had struck 
twelve and, according to the 
calendar, this was Sunday, but 
the fact remained that Sunday 
had not come! The world was 
in a vacuum. It was neither 
Saturday nor was it Monday. 
Breathlessly Flanagan raced to 
the police ‘phone. 

“Captain,” he panted, “Sunday 
is missing!” 

The cheeks of the grizzled old 
police captain blanched and his 
hand shook a little as he laid 
down the receiver. Within an 
hour this bulletin had been tele- 
graphed to every police depart- 
ment in America: “Sunday has 
disappeared. Conduct search at 
once. Sunday must be found be- 
fore the dawn.” 
































The rest is in the archives and 
is too long a story to tell here. 
rhrough village and town, from 
coast to coast, great armies of 
men searched for the missing day. 
And finally, in a little grove of 
sycamore trees near Decatur, IIli- 





URAD 





nois, Sunday was found frolicking THE ORLD'S BES CIGARETTE 
with Arbor Day, 1900, now re- 7 / 
tired. 


As the searching party ap- 
peared on the crest of the hill, E br 
Sunday realized that capture was or t c n 
imminent, and without waiting an 


instant the tardy Sabbath uttered who feels entitled 


a shrill little cry and quickly 
leaped into his rightful place on t lif 9 
the calendar between Saturday 0 il es , 
and Monday. And when dawn 


broke and the church bells pealed b a 
and the horses and buggies turned etter : 

out and the bicycle clubs went ’ 

riding, no one knew what a debt th gs 


of gratitude the country owed to 
Patrolman Flanagan’s alertness. 

“It was all a lark,” said Sun- 
day the following Monday as the 
mischievous Sabbath day retired. 
“IT was tired of being sanctimo- 
nious and punctilious, always ar- 
riving and departing according to 
the horrid old calendar. I 
wanted to live and be free and 
gay like Thursday or Tuesday. 
But not for me, alas.” Then he 
bowed his head and wept, a phe- 
nomena that the weather man re- 
ported as Light Showers, but 
which you and I know was but 
the result of a contrite and re- 
pentant heart. 

—ArtuurR L. Lippmann 
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Alfred was smoking a cigarette 
by the fire, when his wife entered 
and said, “What do you think? 
Mother says she has made up her 
mind to be cremated.” 

“Good,” said Alfred, jumping 
up. “I'll go and order a taxi.” 

; —Tir Bits 


FAS 














Brandon—It must be terrible 
for an opera singer to realize that 
he can never sing again. 

Bunker—Yes; but it’s much 
more terrible if he doesn’t realize 
it. —ANSWERS 


LIZZIE C)ABELS 


U. S. Rattleship. 








Corp—This beach is padlocked for a year on account of the 
costumes that appeared on it early in the season. 





Judge pays $5 for eaeh one printed. 
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wy Copy Boy—Here’s the picture 
of the Queen, sir. 
4 Editor—Throw it out. Her 


Z legs are terrible. 


—Lenicgu Burr 
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Fred—Who is that girl with 
the Spanish heels? 
Ricky—They’re not heels; they 
are darn nice fellows. 
—Orecon Wesroot 


2 


TE? “Our fencing team lost again 


last night.” 
“Ah, foiled again!” 
—Norre-Dame JuGGLER 
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Men and women who know the value 
of good appearance, keep their nails 
always neat with the handy pocket 
manicure. Used everywhere, quickly 


ee man 23 
and easily, with either hand, to clean, 


trim and file nails. Gem 50c, Gem Jr. ¥ “Hoot, mon! Gi'e me a ha’ 
35c. At drug and cutlery stores. penny an’ I'll tell yea NEW 
os : Scotch joke.” 

“Nae trouble y’ersel’, Sandy, 
I ha’e heard it.” 

—Wiuiams Purpcte Cow 





Small Dorothy—Mamma, why 
hasn't Papa any hair? 


much, dear. 

Dorothy—Why have you so 
much, Mamma? 

Mother—Go away and do your 
lessons! —lIowa Frivot 


ed 


Over the Phone—Do you have 
Prince Albert in a can? 

Service—Yes, sir, we do. 

0. T. P.—Let him out. 


—Nesraska AwGwan 














Mother—Because he thinks so 








Yorick — Your Lordship, 
three kings are calling! 
Ricuarp, the lion-hearted— 
’S no good—got—a flush! 
—LarayettTe Lyre 


Pat—What seems to be trou- 
bling you, Mike? 

Mike—Me home is over-ridden 
with rats and I can’t get rid of 
them. 

Pat—Have you tried rat bis- 
cuit yet? 

Mike—No, and I ain’t gonna; 
if they ain’t satisfied with what 
I feed them now, they can shtay 
there—Rutcers CHANTICLEER 


FSS 


If a horse fell over the Prince 
of Wales, that would be news. 
—CouiGate Banter 





“No, Hector, just because a 
man lumbers along when he 
walks is no sign that he has a 
wooden leg.” 

—Pitt PanTHeR 
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“What did you do in 
Russia?” 

“Oh, bombed 
Reds 


PENN STATE 


around with 
some 


Frosu 


Hot arrested 
last night for driving under the 
influence of liquor. 

Tamale—Yes, my 
stewed to the 


I hear vou were 


wife was 
gills. 
Lenicu Burr 
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Be 


Brave Tore- 
tonight I 
will steal beneath your balcony 





IMMANUEL, the 


ador—Ah, Seiorita, 


and sing you a sweet serenade. 


Consvetto, the Beautiful 
Senorita—Do. And I will 
drop you a flower. 

ImmMaNvuEL—Ah, in a mo- 
ment of mad love? 

ConsuELLo—No, in a pot. 


—Passinc Suow 





ts. 
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Drivers License 


O flicer- 
going sixty miles an hour through 


What do you mean by 


this town? 


Husband—Why, you—*— !—* 
Mint} 
Wife (helpfully)—Don’t pay 


He's 


Brown JvG 


any attention to him, officer. 


intoxicated. 


Grocery Music 


The new vegetable song—‘‘In a 
Little Spinach Town.” 
The new meat song—‘To 
nite You Bologna Me.” 
NesraskaA AWGWwaNn 


Wn Se: <7 » . 

wy, haus! May Ot test 

i* ‘ 
* Prunceton boys IS WA 


| ack. a vblock f ull tt 0! 


{ *f—s 4 Yate Recorp 
For Shame 
Here, boys and girls, is a gay 


one which shows the indelicacies 
of our younger set. 

It seems that Charlie, ’29, was 
“swapping” 
one Jennie, 


ones. with 
clerk with a 
of the 
follow- 


wanton 
a soda 
when the 
night was pierced by the 
ing conversation: 
“Jennie, gal,” solicited Charlie, 
“do you know that the girl I am 
for the 


past, stillness 


having up 
200 Ibs.?” 
“What 


drawled 


Hop weighs 


a heavy week-end bag,” 
Jennie, tossing off an 
other sarsaparilla sody. 

What is the younger generation 
coming to? 


Penn State Froriu 


a 
“Yeh.” moaned the old-timer, 


dining in a restaurant, “yeh, this 
is a spring chicken all right. I 


just bit into one of the springs.” 


—Kansas Sour Owt 
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Welcome 


OTEL CLEVE- 

LAND is a 
friendly place. Of 
course it has all the 
conveniences and 
refinements you 
properly expect of 
the most modern 
hotel in a city, but 
—what we believe 
is more important 
—it has a hearty, 
genuine welcome 
for every guest, and 
an honest desire to 
see to it that you 
have a comfortable, 
thoroughly enjoy- 
able stay here. 


Hotel Cleveland is conven- 
ient to all parts of the city. 
Every room with private 
bath. Servidor service; 
floor clerks. ‘Room rate: 
begin at $3. 


HOTEL 


LEVELAND 
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A Family Group—Yesterday and Today. 


The Runaway Flivver 


We always felt that Flivver 
No. BH156,796 had a soul. The 
first day we got her as I led her 
home and coaxed her into the 
garage I realized that here was 
no ordinary creature of steel and 
wood. Many nights after I 
locked the garage doors the poor 
thing blew her horn so piteously 
that I frequently went down to 
pour a little fresh water into her 
radiator and gently stroke her 
hood. 

She was a lively little thing. 
How she frolicked and scampered 
about the lawn in happy play 
with the children! True, she 
ran away a few times—but not 
for long. After an absence of a 
day or two she invariably came 
back, thirsty and badly in need 
of gasoline and oil. My wife 
suggested that we chain Carrie 
(our name for her) to the side of 
the garage, but I could not get 
myself to tie a thing so spirited, 
so full of the joy of flivving. 

Then last Sunday we took 
our usual drive—out past the hot 
dog stands, the advertising bill- 
boards and the _ refreshment 
counters. Carrie behaved nicely 
enough as we joined the long 
automotive processional and, ex- 
cept for an occasional hop, she 


————— 


OE a TE A Pe 


was unusually docile. But when 
| we got out to the so-called open 
spaces, something of the spring 


day must have gotten into her 
cylinders, for she grew restive 
and jumpy. 

We selected a good place to eat 
lunch and spread a_table-cloth 





over the ground. As I was about 
to bisect a sweet pickle, I heard 
a shrill little cry and looked up 
to see Carrie panting, a strange 
glow reflected in her front lamps. 
I rose to stroke her, but it was 
too late—Carrie’s moment had 
come ! 

She shook convulsively a few 
times and then started down the 
road, gathering momentum as she 
proceeded. By the old bridge she 
left the State Highway to roll 
across a daisy field, and the last 
we ever saw of Carrie she was 





silhouetted against the golden 
sky, coasting down a steep hill, 
free at last. 

Carrie never came back. The 
children miss her blithe honk 
about the yard, and the old garage 
doesn't seem just the same with 
out her. But it wasn’t possible to 
hold down a flivver like Carrie. 
She was born for romance and 
freedom and love. But we don’t 
lock the garage any more at night. 
Maybe, some day, she will come 
back to us ... and there'll always 
be a pint of oil and a gallon of 
gas waiting for her in our garage. 
But will she come? I wonder. . 

—Artuvur L. LippMann 


FSS 


An American who has just died 
has given all his money to a head 
waiter. 

We've often done that without 
dying. —Pink ‘Un 

FS 


Passenger (on board )—Could 
I see the captain? 
First Mate—He’'s 


forward, 


miss. 
“T’m not afraid. I'm used to 
men!” -ANSWERS 


ee 


“Why shouldn’t houses be built 
of coal?” asks a bright corre- 
spondent. Why not, indeed? 
They would at least be fireproof. 

—Hvmorist 


Roap Hoc—Why didn’t I find out sooner that an aeroplane 


can run along the highway? 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 15) 


If this sort of thing continues, 
there will pass from the body of 
“The American Credo” one of its 
cardinal doctrines, the doctrine, 
to wit, that all chorus men are 
lizzies. 


Il. 


Having done so much, the 
Shuberts then proceeded to put 
on at the Bijou a piece by Frank 
Stayton called “Mixed Doubles,” 
just about as dolorous a comedy 
as has been dug out of anybody’s 
trunk in years. Its highest mo- 
ment comes when one character 
asks if a woman can keep a secret, 
and another replies that no 
woman can ever keep a_ secret. 
What brought the Shuberts to 
produce this ancient and bearded 
opus, I doubt that even the Shu- 
berts, now that they have seen it, 
can figure out. There is nothing 
in it from start to finish that 
doesn’t prove a dismaying bore. 
On the opening night, after the 
first act, I caught sight of at least 
one gentleman affiliated with the 
management sneaking up the 
street under cover of the neigh- 
boring buildings and, after the 
second, another endeavoring to 
vamoose unseen in an easterly 
direction. 

Miss Margaret Lawrence is 
starred in the dire proceedings 
and trots out for the occasion 
such a French accent as hasn't 
been heard hereabouts since 
Jimmy Walker last greeted Su- 
zanne Lenglen. This Miss Law- 





rence, who did some very fair 
work several seasons ago, is get- 
ting pretty bad; her performance 
is so elephantine that one mo- 
mentarily expects to hear a 
calliope. William Eville, Thur- 
ston Hall, Eric Blore and Miss 
Marion Coakley are her accom- 
plices in the evening’s doldrums. 
Eville plays the conventional 
curate roéle with all the stereo- 
typed grimaces; Hall the cut- 
and-dried réle of an elderly Eng- 
lishman of title in the customary 
haw-haw manner, and_ Blore 
busies himself, as usual, with a 
very bad imitation of a some- 
what pulled-out Ferdinand Gott- 
schalk. Miss Coakley, despite 
the damnedest looking set of 
fancy pajamas seen in Manhattan 
since “Madame Butterfly” was 
shown in the Italian theater on 
Fourteenth Street, manages her 
share of Stayton’s balderdash 
with creditable conviction and 
fortitude. 


Be Bas 


Rodney—It’s ten o'clock, and 
you said you would be ready at 
eight. 

Ruby—Oh, I’m so sorry, Rod. 
I thought I said nine. 

ANSWERS 


DISEY NIELS 


I call him Bunny, because 


he’s full of hops. 





Judge pays $5 for each one printed. 














“You will pardon my interrupting, but I just want to know 
when it would be convenient to arrange an appointment for the 


purchase of a three-halfpenny stamp?” 


—Hvumorist 
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PocketGen 
A sturdy 
dependable watch 


OUR time is valu- 
able; you want to be 
prompt; you need a 
watch you can depend on. 


Pocket Ben tells the 
truth about starting time, 
meal-time, bed-time. 
Carry him wherever you 
go. He’s as sturdy as 
he’s good-looking. 

Pocket Ben is Big Ben’s 
little brother. ‘‘Westclox’’ 
on his dial stands for good 
time-keeping. 

Sold everywhere for 
$1.50. With luminous 
night dial $2.25. 


WESTERN CLOCK 
COMPANY 


La Salle, Illinois 
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Bridge Problems 


No. The Dummy 








Mr. A, the host, is sitting due South and 


playing with Mr. B, who is working at 
North. Mrs. A is talking at her husband’s 
left and Mrs. B. is crouching on the other 
side of the table. 


Mr. A has twelve spades and an ace 


and has been granted a _ six-spade bid, 


doubled and re-doubled. 

Mr. B, the dummy for the evening, has a 
ten-high hand and has hilariously revealed 
it to the intrepid Mr. A. 

Mrs. A has just led a small heart, which 
Mr. A will trump. 

Unfortunately, Mr. B considers the bid 
of six spades impossible and is telling en- 
tertaining stories. 

Mrs. A, 


seriously, 


who seldom takes her bridge 
has used the cue to break in with 
a bit of conversation for her own part. 

Mr. A, 
of bridge 


the bidder (a strong, silent type 
player), has gently 


“Let’s see, a heart led, 


remarked, 
I believe.” 

A eliminate Mr. 
B and his stories from the table without 
using violence? 


Problem How can Mr. 


Answer: Fortunately Mr. A 


home a new copy of 


brought 
Jupce and he will 
quickly use it to lure his partner from his 
conversation, thus allowing him to finish 
the game in peace. Are you prepared to 
meet the emergency of the misunderstand- 
mg dummy? If not, send in the applica- 
insurance against this 


dangerous bridge menace. 


tion for a weekly 


| JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC., 
627 West 43rd Street, | 

| New York City. | 

| I am enclosing a check for my subscription to | 

| JUDGE 

| For 1 year $5.00 

| 2 years 7.80 
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Submitted by A. B. Ogburn, Trenton, N. J. Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


Horizontal 


Name something that makes a good slipper. 

What is the most excellent, funniest magasine in 
the world? The first letter is J and the last is 
E. (Any little om or girl getting the right an- 
ewer can receive JUDGE for 1 year by sending 
it in accompanied by a $5 bill to JUDGE, 
627 W. 43rd St., New York City.—Adv.) 

What impels most girls to dress as they do? 

What do workmen do when the boss is around? 

What is a word which means colloquially “caught 
with the goods’’? 

Who makes used cars? 

Name something that’s always odd. 

What is difficult for the man to do when in double 
harness? 

What is a Scotch word which means to entrap, en- 
enare? 

= something it is difficult for most people to 
ace. 

Name a word which means level; smooth. 

Name a suffix which is often used to form a 

ural. 

What is the first thing any baseball player would 
like to make? 

What suffix is used to form the comparative de- 
gree? 

Name a conjunction which marks an alternative. 

What is the name of a fairy or elf in Persian 
mythology? 

What does any man do who turns his salary over 
to his wife? 

What does a “yes” man say in Spain? 

What causes great embarrassment when they 
part? 

Name something which is an asset for any boxer 
to have. 

What did the Volstead Act fail to make the U. S.? 

What did Red Grange make at college—and since? 

What do vacationists take for ennui? 

What do anti-prohibitionists desire to put down? 

Who was the Egyptian sun god? 

What is a cutting thing to do? 

What did Paul Revere do to become famous? 

What is the symbol for tellurium? 

What is the motto of the ‘‘go-getter’’? 

In what country are people especially intent on 
making their marks in the world? 

Name a very personal pronoun. 

What is a pain-in-the-neck? 

What are election days in Ireland? 

At what events is much broadcasting done? 

What are all Scotchmen who pay income tax? 

Give a nickname for a man w name is the 
same as one of the months of the year. 

What does the young daughter do for a new hat? 

What is a flop? 

Name something often found stewed. 
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Give the name of an Anglo-Saxon hireling or serf. 

What is a way to keep a flapper's affection? 

Give the name of an ancient maritime city of 
Pheenicia. 


Vertical 


Name one thing that can stop liquor from flowing. 

How would you feel if you had $1,000,000? 

What German novelist was also an Egy ptologist? 

Name a synonym for ‘forsaken.’ 

Who is the author of ‘Here's How''? (abbr.) 

Give another name for dumb-belle. 

What is half an “em'’? 

What should all autoists steer clear of? 

What can no “dead-one” be? 

What does any motorist need if he deciccs to shift 
for himself? 

Name a garden famous for its apples. 

What country could be called “the land of the 
spree”? (init.) 

What is it that editors never reject? 

What is a speak-easy? 

What pa used as a ticket to Dreamland? 

Where do people who know their onions live? 

What name of respect is given usually to elderly 
men? 

What must a young society clin ber have to get on? 

What is it to marry more than once? 

What does a salesman get for his money? 

What are some big guns called in England? 

What do evil spirits do? 

What noun means “‘to pass out"? 

What do most Congressmen do in Congress? 

Name a masculine possessive pronoun. 

What is a good thing for an old tar to tie up to? 

What is another name for a small shoot or twig? 

What are the kids next door? 

How long does it seem since prohibition was 


who was the youth Venus fell in love with? 

What is another name for a “goat-getter ? 

What musical instrument do you have to give the 
air before you get the air? 

What little quadruped has made many a belle 
hop? 

What should good meat pie be? 

At what place are blow-outs often held? 

What is the language of the Gaels or Celts in the 
Highlands of Scotland? 

What is the hardest thing for a speeding college 
boy to pass? 

Name an adjective which means brown, or dry. 

Give two of the four initials of a famous man's 
organization? 

Who is famous for his base thefts? (Nickname.) 

Give a Latin word meani 

What kind of uniform d 


bone. 
the A. E. F. wear in 
the World War? (init.). 
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Dementia”’ 

Call me up 
dementia get 
home. 


“Why do 


wealthy 


women 
smuggle silk garments into this 


country?” asks a contemporary. 
I can only suppose that they have 
no sense of duty. 


—Passinc SHow 
od 


“How did the Smith wedding 
go off?” 

“Fine until the parson asked 
the bride if she’d obey her hus- 
band.” 

“What happened then?” 

“She replied, ‘Do you think 
I’m crazy?’ and the groom, who 
was in a sort of a daze, replied, 
~~ —Tit Bits 


ee 


Fair One—Now before’ we 
start for this ride, I want to tell 
you that I don't smoke, drink or 
flirt, I visit no wayside inns, and 
I expect to be 
o'clock. 

Young 
taken. 

Fair One—You mean that I do 
any of those things? 

Young Gallant—No. | 
about starting for this ride. 

—ANSWERS 


home by ten 


Gallant—You're’ mis- 


mean 


J 


A German couple were recently 
married on the top of a tower 
430 feet high. The foolish fellow 
might have known that they were 
bound to catch him if he started 
climbing a tower.—Hvumorist 
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into every foot of this famous lining. 

ful owner never risks life or property with 

cheap and inefficient substitutes for Raybestos. 

He insures economy, safety and long wear 
with genuine Silver Edge Raybestos. 
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Mrs. Green—And whom does 


this statue represent? 


Mrs. Hills—That is 
executed in terra cotta. 

Mrs. Green—Oh, the 
thing! How cruel they are 


those outlandish countries! 


—Passinc Suow 


FUNNYBOVES 


Warning to home _ brewer: 
“Don’t let dry agents get 
the drop on you.” 
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Judge pays $5 for each one printed 
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RAYBESTOS is the first practicable asbestos 
All the skill and knowledge 
resulting from 25 years’ experience is woven 


The care- 


THE RAYBESTOS COMPANY, Bridgeport, Conn. 
The Canadian Ray 
Ray bestos-Belaco, Ltd., London, England 


»., Ltd., Peterborough, Ont. 








Clark’s Famous Cruises 


By sumptuous, new, oil-burning Cunarders 
specially chartered, run like private ‘yachts 
Limited membership and rates including hotels, 
guides, drives, fees. Stop-over in Europe for 
spring and summer seasons. 
NORWAY wmediterinean 

July 2, ss “LANCASTRIA” 52 days, $600 to 
$1300. Like last summer’s great cruise suc- 
cess, visiting Lisbon, Spain (Madrid, Cordova, 
Granada), Tangier, Algiers, Italy, Riviera, 
Sweden, Norway Fjords, Edinburgh, Tros- 
sachs (Paris, London), Berlin. 


ROUND THE WORLD 
Jan. 16 [8th cruise] over 4 months, $1250 to 
$3000, s s “CALEDONIA,” westward, via 
Havana, Panama Canal, Los Angeles, Hilo, 
Honolulu, 19 days Japan and China; optional 
17 days India, Burma, Cairo, Jerusalem, Ath- 
ens, Naples, Riviera, Havre (Paris). 
in MEDITERRANEAN 
Jan. 25 [24th cruise] 65 days, $600 to $1700, 
ss “TRANSYLVANIA,” featuring Spain, 15 
days Palestine and Egypt, Tunis, Athens, Con- 
stantinople, Rome, Riviera, Havre (Paris). 
FRANK C, CLARK, Times Bidg., N. Y. 
Originator of World cruises. 
Established thirty-two years. 








iwi Do you rebel against the con- 
individual ha sous of individual 
iberty ? Are you indignant at 
Liberty the ever increasing § censorships, 
suppressions and prohibitions? Then read Ben- 
jamin R. Tucker's ‘Individual Liberty."’ It is a 
book for free minds and courageous souls, It 
daringly champions liberty without any _ restric- 
tion. Send for it at once. Only 55c, postpaid— 
clothbound, full size, well printed Free catalogue of 
50 other Vanguard titles at the same amazing price 
VANGUARD PRESS, Inc., Dept. D-1 
80 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

















A Snooper 


Dear Jupce: Knowing that you 
are greatly interested in “snooping” 
—particularly when indulged in by 
the long-nosed variety of insect who 
makes other people’s business their 
own, I attach you herewith a clipping 
pertaining to a shoe maker, who 
standing on the corner with his ears 
flapping in the breeze chanced to hear 
a hard working bootlegger tell about 
making a delivery to a customer. 

I hereby nominate this shoemaker, 
as the prize snooper for 1926, and 
think we should all get together and 
donate a handsome prize to this gen- 
tleman consisting of 4 oz. Carbolic 
Acid to be taken internally. 

What do you think of this anyway? 

Yours very truly, 
W. B. Lamb 
Jacksonville, Fla. 

[Ep. Nore:—He should be severely 
dealt with but we shrink from poison. 
That’s Government stuff.] 


A Friend of Volstead 


My dear Juvce: 


Did it ever occur to you that your 
magazine would be hopelessly ruined 


JUDGE FOR YOURSELF 





if the “Amendment” were repealed? 
Mr. Houghton would have to fall 
back on the Ku Klux Klan and other 
harmless organizations for criticism. 
Judge, Jr., and Judgette would re- 
turn to their kindergarten. Jupce 
would consist of less than three 
pages, etc., etc. 

Therefore, pray give the patient 
public some real humor. We of the 
important generation find more en- 
joyment “evading” authority than we 
possibly might were it within the law 
to imbibe the “imbibable.” 

Yours for a bigger Jupce (for the 
pumas A Frequent Reader 
Jacksonville, Fla, 


P. S.—Also less (if any) “Me and 
My Conductor,” “The Girl Friend,” 
“A Letter,” etc, in the February 
issue. A. F. R. 


“Beautiful and Dumb” 


Your Honor: 

Give this unworthy member of your 
“JAIL” the satisfaction of reading 
this. I have read more than one, yes 
dozens, of W. M. H.’s delicious edi- 
torials, and found big pleasure in 
those things. BUT—his reviews of 
movies—they’re too much! 

In your issue of Feb. 12—Theat- 
rical Number—W. M. H. included 
“Beau Geste,” saying about that pic- 
ture that it is “beautiful and dumb.” 
That’s putting it a little strong, don’t 
you think, Junge? Why, W. M. H.’s 
percentage dropped 50 per cent in 
my estimation when I read that re- 
view. 

I just had to get this off my mind, 
Jupoe, hence this letter—but—ohhh— 
not “Beau Geste”!! 

Hoping you won't take this in the 
wrong way, I ask you to hit me 
Cassy. « « « 

Harold Landreth 
Pasadena, California 
February 18, 1927 





—Passinc SHow 
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How to mks 
LOVE 


By 
Judge, Jr. 


with no apologies 





whatever to 


S. J. Perelman 


‘ 
; 
‘ 
| 
a 
i | 
, 
/ | Fig. 1 
; | 
| In the above pic ture we see Ruby 
Rabinowitz and Theo dore Kisloff in the act 
of courting. Theodore, or Oscar, as_ his friends call 
him, has been courting Ruby over 17 years come this Michaelmas, 
but so far has met with nothing but rebuffs. Theodore, or Philip, as 
his friends call him, has tried in every way to intrigue Ruby, even going 
so far as learning French in one lesson, taking a personality course, 
j learning to be a traffic manager and subscribing to the American Mercury, 
/ but his efforts have been of no avail. Ruby has remained cold in the face 
of his flaming passion. He has even tempted her with goodies and trips to 
Coney Island, but she says him nay. Then, one day, Theodore, or Jefferson, 
: as his friends call him, chances upon a curious volume, and as he reads it he 
i gets pale around the gills. “‘This,” he exclaims to the traffic cop at the 
: corner of Forty-second Street and Broadway, “will win my Ruby.” And 
: he rushes off to her home in Yonkers with his face aglow. ‘Look, 
Ruby,” says he gayly and with a hint of the devil-may-care in his face, 
} “look what I have found!” “And what may that be?” murmurs 
; Ruby, nonchalantly stabbing her husband with a butter knife. 
. “It’s a book!” ejaculated Theodore. “I’ve got a book!” re- er 
torts Ruby with girlish laughter, pushing her husband under Judge, Jr. 
the ice-box. “Yea,” exclaims Theodore, “but not such a : 627 West 43rd St. 
book as this! This little volume contains 55 new drink Dear Judge, Jr.: 
recipes which will warm the cockles of your heart. } 
“What is the name of it?” queries Ruby. “It is : JT, too, want to win my | 
called Here’s How!” vouchsafes Theodore, “and : loved one! 
is by Judge, Jr., the Russian poet.” Open- ‘ BHere’s a dollar. Send: 
ing the book to page 37, Theodore ‘ me, postpaid, a copy of your 
deftly takes the keys to the wine ' book, ““Here’s How!” 
; cellar from Ruby’s husband's 
i | vest pocket and they Se Fee 
repair thence, 
chuckling Pre rerr Serer 


gavly. 


. ' 








FREE 


Art print of this beautiful 
painting — the Kissproof Girl 
—is included with your Kiss- 
proof Beauty Box, size 8 x 10 
inches, printed in 12 colors, 
mailed flat for framing. 


Alluring Beauty 


— instantly 


Kissproof will give you a different kind of 
eauty, a warm, subtle, fascinating atmos- 
phere that will make you more intriguing, 
more interesting, more lovely than ever 
before. Kissproof flatters tremendously. 


It’s waterproof Lipstick 


Kissproof is waterproof and one applica- 


tion lasts all day. R 
Make the most of your beauty. Get Kiss- ouge 


proof today. Avoid imitations. 


At all the best stores — or direct. Powder 


Send for ‘Kissproof Beauty Box 


Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 1905 
3012 Clybourn Ave., Chicago 


Send me the Kissproof Beauty Box containing a week's supply 
of Kissproof Lipstick, Kissproof Rouge, Kissproof Face Pow- 
der and Delica Brow. 


Tenclose 20c to cover cost of packing and mailing. Check shade 
Powder. 
OFlesh C) White Brunette 





QUADRI-COLOR CO.. JAMAIC/ 


